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Jibitatifln. 



To YOU, who drink from living springs, 
Nor soar upon Sectarian wings, 
Who worship, turned towards the people. 
Whether or east or west the steeple; 
Who lecture-room nor platform tread. 
In temporal things mankind to lead. 
But stay at home to guard your flocks 
From Satan^s wiles and worldly shocks ; 
Who preach, and pray, and give command 
In words a child may imderstand ; 
Attempt no mystery unrevealed. 
But leave it, as intended, sealed ; 



IV 



Who rest not on your own high place 

With folded hands, and pray for grace ; 

But seek the lost, in waste and wild, 

The wilful one, the one begmled ; 

Entreat, and pray, alarm, and tell 

Of Him who suffered — Heaven and Hell ; 

Who, daily, when the sermon's o'er. 

Visit the sick and aged poor, 

Or kneel beside the dying bed. 

Or comfort her just widowed ; 

Who pray when rising from your sleep, 

" Lord give me grace to feed thy sheep ;" 

To YOU I dedicate my dream. 

Hopeful that you'll approve the theme. 



DumfrieSi September 1859. 



THE DEVIL'S TRIUMPH. 



A SATIEE. 



Ab the face is reflected in the glass, 
And the form in the limpid lake : 
So Satire should be a truthful mirror, 
In which men may look and be ashamed. 

I DREAMT the Devil walked the earth, 

To view man's miseries and mirth, 

In wo a deeper sting to fix ; 

In pleasure's sweets more gall to mix ; 

To make the poor man's wants the more. 

The rich, to bow before his store. 

To give deceit an open smile, 

To fill the child-like heart with guile. 

To give to truth a double face. 

And to the lie, a truthful grace. 
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To whisper pride in wisdom's ear ; 
The simple mind to fill with fear ; 
To hate and scandal lend his wing, 
And o'er revenge his mantle fling. 
To poison love with jealousy, 
KeUgion with hypocrisy ; 
To whet the controversial tooth, 
Till cures, unmindful of the truth, 
Teach all their flocks to them is given, 
Alone, to guide the way to Heaven. 
While joying over souls undone, 
How few he'd lost, how many won ; 
An angel, clothed with the sun. 
Close by him stood, and thus begun : — 
" Thou subtle tempter — Ruin's chief — 
" Lord of all hell — crowned of all grief — 
" Think not that every soul shall die, 
" Which stumbles at thy wicked lie, 
" Think not, but that the Word has power 
" To save man at the eleventh hour. 
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" And snap thy chain, which binds him down, 

** And give an everlasting crown. 

" Think not that all the world is thine, 

" From the cold circles to the line. 

" Mark well yon city in the north, 

" So beautiful upon the Forth, 

*' Mark well her crowds who bend the knee 

" In Christian love and charity. 

** Their Guides so watch for every soul, 

*' That there thou canst have no control. 

" Turn on one ray of thy bright robe, 
" And priests' and peoples' bosoms probe, 
** Lay bare each heart, each wish, each thought, 
" Who serve me not? — of teachers — ^taught ? 

When the bright ray on each heart fell, 
And opened up each inmost cell. 
Even some Guides appeared to be 
All blackened with hypocrisy. 
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These teach their flocks the Word was sent 

To Hell, to suflFer punishment, 

While they believe He did not go 

To that dark, dreary, place of wo. 

But, with the schoolmen's subtlest speech, 

They most sophistically teach,* 

That we, for Hell, must Hades read. 

Thus making the Apostles' creedf 

A lie. 

Did he, who gave the traitor's kiss 

Show more hypocrisy than this ? — 

Did ye, wise ones, ever seek 

To know if Hadesj in the Greek, 

Expressed the Hebrew Sheol as well 

As we do in our own word HelL 

Are all not emblematical ? 



* See Bishop Honley's Sermon on lit Peter, 3d chap., ISth, 
19th, and 20th yerses. Also « Hell** and " Hades" in " Church 
Dictionary,*' by Dr Hook of Leeds. 

t Fifth Article. 
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Some hold their church alone as true, 
And other sects, or old, or new, 
As altogether false, nor can 
Salvation come to any man, 
Who makes confession to a priest, 
Or sits at sacramental feast. 
Or who the rule of bishops own. 
Or church united to the crown. 



In some is deeply written, Cant, 
Sectarian, Lecture Room, and Rant, 
Many are steeped in broken vows, 
And prayers made up of nods and bows ; 
And some with red, are deeply dyed. 
The mark of intellectual pride, 
For, not content with things foretold, 
Deep mysteries they will unfold, 
Will point the place where spirits dwell. 
Prove Paradise a perfect hell, 
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To where both good and bad are sent. 
To be refined* with punishment ; 
Or sleep,t or doze, or dream away 
Their time until the judgment day. 
Hades, by some, this Hell is named, 
A place in Grecian learning famed. 

A man of common sense was there, 
Calm, quiet, hoping, clothed in prayer, 
His shield was faith ; his hope, the Word ; 
His light, the Spirit of the Lord ; 
While others wavered to and fro. 
And blind Guides led the way to go. 
He, like a good Berean read, 
To know the pathway he should tread, 
And, as he communed with his soul, 
A still small whisper from him stole. 



* SSee Forbes on Nicean Creed, page 315. 

t Revelations of a Future State, by Dr Whatley. 
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*' And can it be that Paradise, 

" Is nothing but a Hell, 
*' Where all the saints, the good, the wise, 

'' Are doomed alike to dwell ? 
*' So close to Purgat'ry's domain, 

" That they can hear the cries 
*' Of spirits, from the age of Cain, 

" Till wicked Dive s dies ? 

" And are those mansions empty now, 

" Prepared by Christ the Lord ; 
** For those who low the knee should bow 

" In worship of the Word ? 
** No, no, the righteous ne'er were driven 

** To that drear, dark, abode, 
** But rise, at death, to Christ in Heaven, 

'' The Paradise of God/ 

Another layman who stood by, 
Thus loudly sung in irony : — 
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" Horsley* says there is a Hades, 

" Pearson t says there's none ; 
" Both prove they're right, — ^as clear as shade is 

" Opposite the Sun. 

" Horsle/s Hades is a Hell 

" To where all souls are driven : 
" In Pearson's Hell, but damn'd souls dwell — 

" The good he sends to Heaven. 

'" And Whately J proves that dead men's souls 

" Go not to Heaven— nor Hell — 
" But sleep — (where? like the bats and moles ?)- 

" Till the resurrection bell. 

" Eejoice, ye churchmen, — choose the way, 

" Which fancy deems the best, 
" Or sleep, or go to Heaven, or stay 

" In Hades for a rest. 



* Bishop Horsley. 
f Bishop Pearson, author of the Exposition of the Apostles' 
oreed. X Archbishop Whately. 



THE devil's TKIUMPH. 



" No matter which, you must be right, 

" For our maternal church, 
" In doubtful things, will be your light, 

" For you the Word wiU search. 

" But thou, my soul, her teachings try, 

" By God's unerring book ; 
" Nor blindly on her priests rely — 

" A Whately, or a Hook." 

The angel listened in surprise. 
And turned him to soliloquize : — 

I know 
The Papists own a fiery clime 

For purging souls from sins of time ; 

But, does the Church dispute their right. 

And claim, as hers, those realms of night ? 

Both may deny — though well they know 

Who colonized that land of wo. 

Both Christ and his disciples taught 

That good and bad at once were brought 
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To Heaven or Hell. Man simple, then 
Believed, nor sought for further ken. 
But when the Devil made the priest 
His instrument to glut his feast, 
He stirred him up to hot dispute. 
And " Hades " sprung with bitter fruit. 
That land by Plato was discovered. 
As his great mind o'er regions hovered, 
In quest of some dark place to send 
All vulgar souls, that they might mend, 
And fitted be with fiery rods. 
To dwell with heroes and with gods. 
'Twould end, for ever, this dispute. 
If priests alone would eat the fruit ; — 
But sorry ashes — they'd then, off-hand, 
Eesign all claim to Plato's land ; 
Nor dare arrest the spirit's fiight, 
Or Heaven its home, or Hell its right ; 
Nor mitigate that great decree, 
That, as it falls, so lies the tree. 
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Ye sophists hear. The Lord shall smite 
That soul with an eternal hlight, 
Who adds, or takes away, one word 
Of all that's written of the Lord ; 
And he who dares pervert the sense 
Shall reap, in full, that recompense. 

The superstitious heart was there, 
Which said, but never felt a prayer. 
'Twas said at mom, — 'twas said at even, 
The lip was all the tribute given. 
Some aim to keep the Sabbath well. 
And answer, thrice, the solemn bell ; 
And thrice, they, in the house of prayer. 
But gaze upon the faces there. 
And mock their God, and cheat their soul, 
And place it on the Devil's roll. 
Then superstition whispers, you 
This day have given Grod his due ; 
They hug the pleasing thought, and say, 
" We walk the straight and narrow way." 
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Some, yearly, took the bread and wine, 
And thought the outward act divine. 
Though, through the year, but then they trod 
The pathway to the house of God. 
They fastened dn the deed, and saw 
Salvation only in the law. 

Some kneel before the bread and wine. 
And see " the Presence" in the sign, 
And with a superstitious dread. 
With palm* alone will touch the bread. 
With tongue alone will rub it smooth. 
Nor crush it with unhallowed tooth. 



* (( 



It is painful to observe that some persons receive the bread 
with the glove on, some with the left hand, and almost all with 
the thmnb and forefinger. The reverential mode of receiving the 
sacred pledge is in the open pahn of the right hand." — Eucharis- 
tical Office : By the late Rev. J. lAngard, of Manchester.. 

Another Manual instructs ''that the bread be rubbed smooth 
with the tongue, and that the Lord^s body be not crushed with 
the teetli." 
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A cloud passed o er the angel's wing 
As sternly, thus, I heard him sing : — 

" If God be in the Christian's bread. 
His Spirit in their wine, 
Can they condemn the heathen, who 
Believe their gods divine ? 

** A bishop* reaps, and grinds, and kneads, 
And fashions with his hands, 
Then falleth down, and worshippeth, 
And breaketh God's commands. 

" With part, he re-manures the sod. 
With part he feeds his swine, 
With part he makes himself a god. 
And says, * The work is mine.' 

" Blinded by lore, as were the Greeks, 
Eternity may tell. 
That he most wise, in his own eyes. 
By pride of learning feU. 

* In reference to the controversy in the Scottish Episcopal Church. 
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" ye learned, who can see, 

" So far into futurity, 

" As to foretell the day, the hour, 

" When prophecy shall come with power- 

" Look back — and cannot ye detect 

" ' The presence/ as the sole effect 

*' Of superstition ? Prone to err, 

" Man knelt before the sign in fear, 

'* And, year by year, with greater dread, 

" He drank the wine and ate the bread ; 

" Till, dire prostration of the soul, 

" Grave to the teachers all control. 

** The presbyter* then named the feast, 

" A sacrifice ; himself the priest^ 



* Many terms to express the Christian doctrine and worship 
are borrowed from the Jewish law, or have a certain analogy 
with the rites and ceremonies instituted by Moses. The bishops 
had been called chief priests, and the presbjrters priests. But in 
a little time these titles were abused by an aspiring clergy, who 
claimed the same rank, station, rights, and privileges as under 
the Mosaic dispensation. Hence splendid garments, and other 
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" To oflFer up that very sign, 

** As very flesh and blood divine. 

" From practice, thus, the doctrine fl^Jrung, 

*' So lauded now by priestly tongue ; 

" So much a mystery as to be 

" The shadow of a theory. 

" Thus, ever, superstitious fools 

" Have led the wise men of the schools ; 

'* Not to conviction, power, and wealth, 

** The priesthood ever gained by stealth, 

" And mock humility. Power once gained, 

" They grasp — they hold the spirit chained. 

" Confession's slave — who'll freedom dare ? 

*' Powerless to praise — powerless in prayer ! 



circuniBtanoes of eztqmal grandeur. In like manner the compa- 
rison of the Christian oblations, with the Jewish victims and sa- 
crifioes, produced a multitude of unnecessary rites, and was the 
oocasion of introducing that erroneous notion of the Eucharist, 
which represent it as a real sacrifice, and not merely a conmiemo- 
nition of the great offering on the cross — MaskdxiCi EcdenatHcal 
Biatory, Chap. 4, Part 4, Second Century. 
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*' ye learned, seeming wise, 

** Interpreter of mysteries,* 

*' Who measure by the human mind, 

*' What God himself has not defined. 

" Who for the gospel's simplest things, 

" Would place your own imaginings. 

" Ye who pervert the charge — " Take, eat," 

" Who cheat yourselves, and others cheat — 

" Yourselves, in worshipping in deed^ 

" Others, in that, the weak you lead 

" To superstition. Can they see 

" Their chiefs so lowly bend the knee, 



* The sanctity attributed to the Greek and Eoman mysteries 
induced the Christians to give their religion a mystic air, in order 
to put it on an equal footing, in point of dignity, with that of the 
Pagans. For this purpose they gave the name of ** mysteries " to 
the institution of the gospel, and decorated, particularly, the 
Holy Sacrament with that solemn title ; and in it used many of 
the terms employed in the heathen mysteries. A great part, 
therefore, of the service of the Chiux^h, in this century, had a cer- 
tain air of the heathen mysteries, and resembled them dose in 
many particulars. — MoshmrCs Ecdesiastical ffittory, Chap. 4, 
Part 6, Second Century. 
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" And worship noft ? Examples teach 
** Reverse to what a man may preach ; 
*' And bear conviction to the soul, 
*' Where precept never held control. 
** Do ye forget, the Almighty's throne 
*' On earth, is in the heart alone, 
*' And not in any thing that's made, 
^* In molten image, or in bread ? 

^' ye learned, meek in speech, — 

*' Yet who thus arrogantly teach, 

" In doubtful things, the Church should be 

*' The layman's sole authority. 

^' But who the Church ? In days gone by, 

" The priesthood and the laity. 

" But now, except to pay the pence, 

" The priests with laymen all dispense, 

" And claim that they alone can know, 

** The way to happiness or wo. 

** And shall a layman pray by proxy ? 

" Nor dare to judge the orthodoxy, 

B 
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' Of what a simple priest may preach ? 
" Or even what the bishops teach ? 
" Will either at the judgment day, 
" Stand by and prompt him what to say ? 
" Or, answer for their own devices, 
" Ancl some, alas 1 for crimes and vices ? 



" Ye learned, who, with scorn look down, 
" On the mechanic and the clown, 
" Go to 1 and know, one reason why, 
" You so faU in your ministry. 
" Full to the brim, as Autumn store, 
" Your minds all groan with classic lore ; 
" Big, with the language of the pen — 
" Unknown in speech of common men — 
*' You lecture, preach, and pray, exhort, 
" In unknown tongues to reach the heart. 
" Shall grapes upon the hawthorn grow ? 
•* Shall hawthorn on the thistle blow ? 
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'* Shall they who study, speak, and think, 

" In artificial language, sink 

'* Their pride— and stoop, ev'n souls to win, 

*' To native language ? — to them 'twere sin. 

" When from the College fresh and young, 

'' First, master the provincial tongue, 

'* And preach — ^would you be understood — 

" In language of your childhood. 

" Then would the poor hang on your voice, 

" And in their pastor all rejoice. 

" The camel through the needle's eye, 

*' Shall, laden, pass as easily, 

" As ye shall to the poor man prove, 

" In classic language, * Gtod is Love.'" 

Anxiously the Angel then. 
The light threw on a class of men. 
Who view the Pulpit as their Throne ; 
Each claims the poor as his alone. 
Their hearty the Kingdom of his care. 
In which to rule no sect shall share. 
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With all of learning, all of art, 
And sophistry, he will embellish, 
To give the ear a double relish. 
And with uplifted hands will cry, 
" Ye poor, ye poor, why will ye die !" 
But not one little finger move, 
In earnest, single hearted love. 
And are the wretched there to hear ? 
The poor, whose hearts are aU his care ? 
The " unattached," who have no right 
To sit beneath the parish light ; 
Who have less claim on stem dissent, 
Because they cannot pay pew rent ; 
Who know, by neither name nor sight. 
The " Guide " who claims them as his right ! 
The Shepherd who, on bended knee. 
Said, " Lord thy sheep 111 feed for thee ?" 
No 1 their hearts are distrieta never trod 
By this loud lecturing man of God. 
His throne, with all his mind and heart, 
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The cellar, like the morass, lies 
All stagnant with impurities ; 
Too pure is he to touch the slime, 
Or to the mountain garrets climb. 



Perplexed, the Angel said, " FU throw 
" A ray upon a man I know, 
" Whose single heart is right and pure, 
'* Whose * calling and election's' sure. 
" Self chosen as the people's guide, 
'* Holy, upright, and free from pride." 
Such his repute ; but when the light 
Fell on his heart, 'twas black as night. 
Within were fiercest passions boiling ; 
Around were folds of discord coiling ; 
Cheated hopes, and wordly losses. 
Party strifes, ambition's crosses. 
Envy and pride, and discontent, 
Their lurid vapours upward sent. 
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The light fell on him jnst as be 
Was bursting in soliloquy ; 
And waiting meekly on the forum, 
To speak to people there before him. 

" I'm gray with preaching peace on earth, 
And good will 'mong the sons of men ; 
For preaching peace, there's little worth, 
So m turn demagogue, and then— 

* All men will praise great Doctor , 



And Chief 111 'mong ten thousand be ; 
Let others pray, and mercy beg. 
And warn men of Eternity. 

" Full many I have turned from hell, 
And many I have sent to heaven ; 
Then shall I wreck, or ill, or well. 

To bake now with the DeviFs leaven. 

♦ * * * 

" Ho I ye who now for freedom thirst, 
" Come, drink with me, and thirst no more ; 
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** My cistern's deep, nor can it burst, 
" And all may drink, so full's the store. 

" Ho ! ye who thirst noty come and drink, 

" No price I ask for what I sell, 
*' The spring is sweet (though on its brink 1 

" You may perchance hear discord's yeU). \ ^^^' 

*' Ho ! ever}' one, drink deep, and know 
" The way to choose 'twixt good and evil ; 

" Y or forty shillings I shaU throw, 
" And pitch the preaching to the Devil." 

*' He's mine" — " he's mine," the tempter cried, 
And flapped his wings, and off he hied. 
To whisper in each listening ear, 

'" Cheer for the Doctor, cheer — cheer — cheer." 
Loud and louder — still more loud — 
The shouts rung through the maddened crowd ; 
Heads were bared, and hands were lifted, 
All by Satan's self were gifted. 
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Up from the shoulders of the crowd, 
A ladder pierced the highest cloud, 
Forged by ambition's tools. The stem 
Was decked with many a sparkling gem. 
The Kentish fire, the waving hand ; 
The mob, which numbered as the sand ; 
The trumpet, which sent back the cheer. 
In thousand echoes on the ear. 
Each round a shout, on which was writ — 
*' Who on the topmost round shall sit, ^ 
'* Shall be in rank, or power, the first, 
" If he for rank or power shall thirst ; 
" Shall be rebellion's Chief and Lord, 
" The first in wealth, if wealth's preferred, 
" Shall found a Sect ; a Church divide ; 
" A Faction rule ; a Senate guide : — 
" Aim high, and win — the slave, the free, 
" Shall homage pay and bow the knee." 
The Doctor read with glowing eyes. 
And soon he mounted to the skies. 
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The crowd dispersed — ambition's knell — 
The ladder and the Doctor fell I 
The Doctor reached not to the ground, 
But clamb'ring 'mong the clouds, was found 
By some young imps, who there were playing, 
Or, watching were for souls astraying ; — 
Kneeling, he cried, in deep despair, 
" ye great powers of the air, 
" Give me safe conduct to the earth, 
" For there I'm known a man of worth. 

Chorus of Voices, 
! ! no, no, no ; 
Back to the earth again ? 

No — no — no. 
What would'st thou do again. 

If back on earth ? 
Wouldst thou go preach again ? 

'Tis little worth. 
Wouldst teach the poor again ? 
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Happiness lies, 
Less in the word of Truth, 

Than in franchise ? 

! 01 no, no, no ; 
Back to the earth again ? 
No — no — ^no. 

Wouldst take a good living ? 

One thou mightst choose ! 
Though in the queen's giving, 

Wouldst thou refuse ? 
Wouldst thou a Church divide. 

To be called P'ree ? 
To have men — save in pride — 

All disagree ? 
! ! no, no, no ; 
Back to the earth again ? 
No — ^no — no. 

Down where the wordly wise, 
Dwell with the fools ; 
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Down where the Sophist's dwell, 

Fresh from the schools. 
Down, down, priestly Jurist, 

Thou shalt find there, 
Many a renegade, 
Thy lot to share. 
! ! no, no, no ; 
Back to the earth again ? 
No — no— no. 

I laughed to see the Doctor falling, 
Laughed to hear his desperate bawling, 
Laughed, when from the shades below, 
I heard the imps cry, "no, no, no." 

We little know the ills before us. 
For even while I joined the chorus. 
The light upon my own heart fell, 
And opened up its inmost cell. 
Methought I saw with other's eyes, 
And 0, the sad realities ! 
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When, in all its secret parts, 
It was compared with others' hearts. 
Twas black without, 'twas foul within, 
Its every thought imbued with sin ; 
'Twas deeper dyed than all the rest, 
Save that of the unworthy priest. 
Those censured said, in irony, 
Where's now thy boasted purity ? 
Is not my heart as good as thine ? 
Nay, is not thine far worse than mine ? 
Hast thou no part in superstition ? 
Nor treadst the ladder of ambition ? 
Hast thou no intellectual pride. 
Though ignorant to aU beside ? 
Hast thou a bridle on thy tongue ? 
Has thy dull pen no discord flung ? 
Has hatred and revenge no shrine, 
Nor malice, in that heart of thine ? 
Dost thou not drink at envy's spring ? 
Beneath thy smile is there no sting ? 
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Hast thou not seen the lowly bow, 
And said, " I'm holier than thou ?" 
Hast thou the hand of want beheld, 
And yet thy charity withheld ? 
Nor asked a blessing on the head 
Of him, who begged a piece of bread ? 
At others' failings thou hast laughed. 
And feathered scandal's subtle shaft, 
With nods and winks, and willing ears, 
And barbed it with thy shrugs and sneers. 

My tongue was dumb — no word had I, 
Against their scornings in reply— 
My heart — ^into the very core — 
Was full of sin, 'twould hold no more. 
Waking, I heard the angel say, 
As smiling he withdrew his ray ; — 

** When thou another's heart wouldst scan. 
" Well of thine own take heed ; 
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" 'Tis not for man to see in man, 
*' The motive in the deed. 

" When thou would'st judge another's heart, 

" Do so with love divine, 
" Judge, as thou would'st have him to judge, 

*' If he were judging thine." 
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THE DEVIL'S VISIT TO DUMFRIES, 

AND ITS CONSEQUENCES. 



If thy wit be to distort truth, 
To throw a geutle covering over vice ; 
Thou maf est win the laugh of fools, 
But art certain of the good man's scorn. 

As to and fro, the Devil strayed, 
When Britons struggled for free trade. 
He mingled with a crowd of people, 
Assembled 'neath Dumfries Mid-steeple. 
And there he heard the fiery priest, 
And bailie, swear, the poor should feast 
On fatlings, if with them they'd gain 
The poor man's right, " free trade in grain " 
He read their thoughts, he, any day. 
Might take the poor's souls all away, 
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To— any where — ^if their own bread, 
Was cheaper made by this free trade. 
In proof — not many years had flown, 
When a commotion in the town, 
Summoned him back — ^he found the cause 
Was the reverse of free trade laws. 
Awhile he rested on the steeple, 
At leisure, there, to watch the people, 
And mark his servants, how they spent 
The talent, which to them he'd lent. 
Disguis'd, then, he joined the meeting, 
And gave to each a kindly greeting ; 
Bowed to the chair, and in a trice. 
With one consent was vot^d " Vice." 
The strife ran high about the College 
Wherein the young should gather knowledge ; 
But where they spent their precious days, 
In reading heathen books and plays ; 
Which were they writ in language plain. 
Would scarce in Colleges remain. 
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And youths, in vain, oft sought to find 
A teacher to direct the mind. 
For years, beneath Protection's cloud. 
Learning had slept as in a shroud. 
But now a man of great capacity, 
Alarmed the world by his audacity. 
He made known by proclamation. 
That free trade in education 
Was just and lawful ; and that he 
With private class would nightly be ; 
If parents would their children send. 
And thus support him in his end. 
The coimcil, fired with indignation, 
Vowed that free trade in education 
Was 'gainst laws, human and divine, 
And the rash teacher they would fine. 
The Devil seconded this opinion, 
As ignorance is his dominion ; 
At least one kingdom, and Dumfries, 
Is, henceforth, the metropolis — 
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At midnight to the council hall 
He summoned those he held in thrall, 
That each might give account, and show 
How many souls he'd sent below. 
Each tried to show he'd sent the most, 
Whilst a Lawyer, and an Ex-provost, 
Disputed which should hold the seat 
Of honour, when again they'd meet. 
Old Nick was puzzled what to say. 
At length said, in his quiet way. 
To the Lawyer, — why, it is but fair. 
Of Gross Deceit you hold the chair, 

*' For none can make the vulgar brood, 

" Believe, like you, that bad is good. 

" And you, dear Provost, I advance 

" To the high chair of Ignorance. 

" When the professors fail through years 

" Bring their gray hairs to want* and tears ; 

* Bailie suggested ** that it be a condition of agreement that 

Ik 
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" And if they dare their pittance mend, 

" Banish them from home and friend. 

" Teach all, that bliss alone's in drink, 

** That truth is error, make them think, 

" Oppress the poor, extort the fee, 

** Cause dearest friends to disagree. 

" Keep the priesthood from the College, 

" Cram the young with heathen knowledge, 

" Then they'll learn to scorn that book, 

** [On whose bright page /dare not look.] aside. 

" Do, and 111 honour you on earth, 

** And when in hell 111 find a berth, 

** As far above all spirits, then, 

" As professors are l)ove other men. 



Mr A , do not teach or open classes of any description in 

Dumfries or Maxwelltown," This was nnanimously agreed to, 
although the Professor had filled his chair for thirty years, and 
was obliged to resign it through infirmities, and from the pressure 
of those who would not allow him to add one mite to his twenty 
five potmds a-year. 
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" In confirmation*' — on each head 
He placed a hand, then off he fled. 

As silently each one departs. 
To whisper hatred in the hearts 
Of many, who, before they slept. 
As friends together laughed and wept 

Next morning there was such a bother, 
From one end of the town to t'other ; 

« 

One party said — " where whiskey's sold, 
" The sellers we wiU have controlled," 

The others vowed, " we'll have free trade 
" As well in whiskey* as in bread; 
" That young and old may drink their fill 
*' Of whiskey, when and where they will. 
*' No one the poor man's will shall fetter, 
" Nor dare to meddle in the matter. 



* Dumfries is notorious for its evasion of the " Forbes M'Ken- 
zie^' act. 
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Come — follow me to yon dark den, 
Where demons take the form of men. 
Where dnmken beldame may be seen, 
With one, scarce yet, in her first teen. 
Look steady, till you pierce the gloom ; 
Note all that's done in that dark room. 
What ! turn away ? dare ye not look ? 
'Tis but one page in whiskey's book — 
Then listen — ^heard ye not that shriek ? 
There's none to help— no friend to speak. 
The dram is given — the child's betrayed — 
By violence, and whiskey, made 
A child of Hell — ^another tempter — 
Sages, can you from Hell exempt her ? 
Can ye not see in that young face, 
Ere marks of womanhood you trace, 
Disease and squalour — even death. 
While fumes of whiskey taint her breath ? 
Can ye not hear her drunken bawl. 
As through your street she scarce can crawl ? 
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Jsrlfft's Sang. 



'' Though father turns me from the door, 
And VOWS hell speak to me no more, 
Who cares — 111 drink — ^the streets are better, 
Than home with father, and cold water. 

Who cares — 111 drink. 

Though brothers chide, and sisters blame, 
Though mother s cheek bums hot with shame. 
Who cares — 111 drink — no love is better 
Than mother s love, and only water. 

Who cares — I'll drink. 

Though neighbours point, as by I go. 
And preachers preach of endless wo. 
Who cares — I'll drink— Hell is far better 
With whiskey, than Heaven with cold water. 

Who cares — 111 drink/' 
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She dies— and thoughtest thou where she 
Would spend her long eternity, 
When thou wert signing her betrothal 
With Hell, by licensing a Brothel ? 
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RAGLAFS REVIEW AND TRIUMPH. 



The heathen sage, to Hades sent the soul, 
And left it, wandermg there, without control ; 
And Christian ministers, as Hook* will tell, 
Send saint, and sinner, there at death to dwell. 

Some priestly sophistsf have them close confined, 
Others, as wise, their state leave undefined. 
While clear, to Whately % it has been revealed. 
That souls, at death, in sleep lie closely sealed. 



*See *'Hell" and "Hades" in Church Dictionary, by Dr 
Hook, Vicar of Leeds. 

t Bishop Horsley's Sermon on Ist Peter, 3d. Chap. 18th, 19th, 
and 20th verses, 

I Revelations of a future state. 
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But where ? the Spirit has not told this sage, 
This wise Arch-speculator of the age, 
Whose sleepy flock would, doubtless, rather go 
And dream in company with those below. 



So many states in Hades, as on earth. 
Breed discontent, and discontent gives birth 
To black sedition ; call it, else, reform. 
The seeking good, t' escape the present harm. 

The British spirits, bred in freedom here, 
Eebelled against the close confinement there. 
Woke up their comrades in the sleepy zone. 
And made old Plato tremble on his throne. 



As he first colonized that dark domain. 
All, hitherto, submitted to his reign ; 
So now he'd fain these Islanders expel, 
And let them soar to Heaven, or sink to Hell. 
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But not alone, would those bold spirits go, 
They learned on earth, to love a gallant foe ; 
So now, nor friend, nor their brave enemy. 
Should longer stay in semi-misery. 



Raglan's Crimean heroes volunteered. 
And stormed the rock on which the throne was reared. 
Burned all the records of each sentence given. 
Shrived every soul, and set it free for Heaven. 



All joined the daring Britons in their crj^ 
* Honor to Raglan for our liberty ;' 
For heathen souls, though ignorant of Heaven, 
Soon felt the influence of Christian leaven. 



While chiefs and nobles organized the host, 
Raglan s brave band marched quickly to the coast, 
As the a'dvance guard, to secure the way 
That led from Hadea to the open day. 
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All land-marks were removed i false beacons lit ; 
Here beetling mountain ; there a sunken pit ; 
Hate sprung her mines, and Error and Dismay 
Eose up, with haggard Want, to stop their way. 

Fear, distant, flapped her wings, but Hope at hand 
Pointed exulting to the promised land. 
And Love, and Truth encouraged every soul 
In still small whisperings, * Heaven is the goal.' 

Upon the confines Kaglan stopped his march. 
And there erected a triumphal arch, 
Founded on Truth Kevealed, of lofty height. 
Whose stones were quarried from the Kock of Light. 

On every stone was writ, " The soul no more 
"Shall wander gloomily on Hades' shore, 
" The good and brave at death shall rise to Heaven, 
" Whilst priestly sophists shall be Hellward driven. 
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The arch was scarcely raised, when there came nigh 
A Priest, his mantle woven from a Lie. 
His eye was Keason blind, his heart a Stone, 
Which could be touched by ridicule alone. 

The cap he wore was Intellectual Pride, 
Broidered with scales from the deaf adder's side, 
His vest was Subtlety, his tongue the Wit 
That makes one word to twenty meanings fit. 

He read, believed not, though conviction's tooth 
Sank deep as satire's shaft when tipped with truth ; 
But turning, closer pressed his cap of pride. 
And wrapped his lying mantle to his side. 

Ere the main army marched, the engineers 
Bored up to where the solid rock appears, 
Which beds the Caspian ; the shaft was charged 
And fired, and Hade^ ever was submerged. 



* 
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Saint George's convent bell had ceased to toll, 
The sentry slept within Sebastopol, 
The pregnant earth felt an untimely throe, 
And Silence, sympathizing, shared her wo. 



The tiny leaflet trembled on its stem, 
The grass bent 'neath its dewy diadem. 
All nature turned, as if by common will, 
In anxious fear, to Cathcart's sacred hill. 



O'er Cathcart's grave was seen a flickering light. 
Like spirit, pioneering in the night ; 
Now, bright as stars which gem the milky way, 
Lending to night the glory of. the day. 

All fear had fled, loud chimed the midnight bell. 
The sentry answered to the rounds " All's well," 
Silence returned to Solitude's domain. 
The earth, delivered, beamed with joy again. 



54 Raglan's review and triumph. 

Around that hill appeared a glorious band, 
In order all, though not classed by their land, 
Here Gauls and Britons, Kussians, Piedmontese, 
Tartar, and Turk, and Copt, and Kurd, with these. 



All in the uniform they wore in life. 
Armed and accoutred, ready for the strife, 
Yet all etherial, all their garmeats new, 
They passed Lord Kaglaii's spirit in review. 

Arnaud, in rank though senior, led the throng, 
And this the burden of their martial song, 
" Kaglan the good, in counsel just and wise, 
" Honour be thine, until we reach the skies." 



As each division passed by in array, 
Each chieftain turned by Kaglan's side to stay, 
From every nation, every clime they came. 
And shone around, a galaxy — a flame. 
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Now columned close, contiguous they stand, 
Waiting in silence Eaglan's last command. 
Who stands where Cathcarfs honoured body lies, 
While o'er his head the flag of valoiu: flies. 
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RAGLAN'S TRIUMPHAl HYMN. 



Air.— " Sound the loud timbrel." 

* Spirits of brave men, now weVe sheathed the 

sword, 

* Come join the loud chorus in praise to the Lord, 

Thou great God of battle, who went out before us, 
And strengthened each spirit with Thy mighty • 
hand, . 

We give Thee the praise, though our banner 
flies o'er us, 
We know that without Thee the brave cannot 
stand. 
Lord we acknowledge thine almighty power. 
Our shield and our buckler in each trying hour. 
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* Spirits of brave men, now we've sheathed the 

sword, 

* Come join the loud chorus in praise to the Lord, 

Great God to thy name we ascribe all the glory, 
With hearts overflowing we give praise to Thee, 

To Thy throne we come to tell our glad story, 
O'er Hades we've triumphed, our spirits are 
free. 

* Rise, joyous spirits, to Heaven take wing, 

* Your crowns to receive from your God and your 

King. 
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A VISION 



If thou givest to another thy son's birthright, 
And leavest thy daughter to the seducer's wiles : 
Shall not their curses foUow thee ? 
And Grod have thy sin in remembrance ? 

Tlie thoughts of the night troubled me, 
And a vision came up before me. 
I saw a nation clothed as a woman, 
A fair one at ease in the lap of luxury. 
And I saw the Devil throw dust into her eyes, 
And darken the measure of her understanding ; 
And she said: "I will cast my bread upon the 
" waters ; 
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** And the inheritance of my children unto strangers ; 
*' For my sons have rebelled and will not hear, 
^' And my daughters refrain from the high places ; 
** Their souls I have committed to the priesthood, 
** And for their salvation I have paid money. 
And behold, an Ancient One sat in the gate. 
And Judgment and Justice were on his right hand. 
And on his left hand, one clothed with Truth. 
This one cried as with a loud trumpet, saying, 
" She who cast her bread upon the waters, 
" And the inheritance of her children unto strangers ; 
" She who paid money for their salvation, 
"And trusted blindly to her priesthood, 
" Is arraigned at the gate of the city. 
Then the Ancient One spake imto the woman, — 
Because th^ chief priests sit with thy princes. 
And thy priests with the judges of the land ; 
Because thou hast listened to their devices. 
And believed their tales of diUgence ; 
How they called as unto the deaf. 
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And lifted up their hand as unto the blind ; 

And how the heathen are thirsting for knowledge, 

And are following them like a flock of sheep ; 

And because thou educatest them in pride, 

And all that they seek after is book learning, 

So as to argue to the splitting of a straw, 

And from one word to preach two sermons ; 

Yet are they ignorant of the language of the poor, 

Nor can they find words to comfort the afflicted ; 

To utter " hell and damnation " would shock them, 

And judgments they lisp in soft and silvery tones. 

The byeways of sin they shun as a pestilence, 

The hedgerows of poverty as the adder's path ; 

Therefore, the Mormon hath taken possession. 

And the Devil rioteth in his power. 

He hath given thy daughter to the stranger. 

And he hath transferred her unto his fellow, 

To be made a drudge unto his children, 

A silent slave within his household. 

SJie bringeth forth in sorrow that hath no ending, 
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Nor findeth she the depths of her calamities ; 
For she is severed from the fruit of her womb, 
And the father of her offspring she knoweth not : 
Therefore, her bitter curse shall follow thee, 
And the Almighty's wrath shall overshadow thee, 
Until thy priests shall be diligent to do battle, 
And forge^themselves new weapons for the fight ; 
Until they shall march into the Devil's camp, 
And grapple hand to hand with Ignorance and Vice. 
Heavy ordnances may boom from the pulpit. 
And rounded periods may awake the few. 
But the Saxon tongue is the sword of the battle— 
The rifle in the hand of the conquering priest. 
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WISDOM AND FOLLY. 



As Wisdom and Folly 

Once met on the way, 
Says Wisdom, ' what, jolly 

* So soon in the day ?' 

' Fm mirthful and merry, 

* To laugh's my delight, 
* So come brother Wisdom 

* Sup with me to-night. 
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The Sage boVd assenting, 

Yet felt rather sore, 
So bothered by Folly, 

* That Folly's a bore/ 
However, to supper 

That night he would go, 
Determined in Folly 

Some good seed to sow. 



A right hearty welcome, 

And pledged by each guest, 
From good wine could ill come ? 

The thought seemed a jest ; 
The wine cup so sparkled. 

The wit was so bright. 
That Wisdom and FoUy 

Were brothers that night. 
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Straight under the table 

The Sage his legs flung, 
And over the chair back 

His right arm he swung, 
So happy and jolly, 

So jolly, 'tis said. 
He was carried by Folly 

Royal jolly to bed. 
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Sung. 
THE TEMPERMCE LECTURERS AND 

BACCHUS. 



Three Temperance Lecturers once went to dine 
With Bacchus, to ask him to drink no more wine ; 
But having once tasted, 
Tkey drank and they feasted. 
Till they rolled on the floor just like so many swine. 

The god, quite disgusted, said, never let wine 
Be seen where the fellows with gentlemen dine; 

But let every glutton 

Be fed with fat mutton 
Till they roll on the floor like their fellows the swine. 
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And if they dare touch again one drop of wine, 
Be this my decree — a decree that's divine — 
Their frames shall be wasted, 
Their fame shall be blasted. 
And men shall despise them as so many swine. 

Now, out of revenge they together combine. 
To subvert the kingdom of Bacchus divine ; 

They tell every body. 

That good ale and toddy. 
Is good for nobody, but only for swine. 
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THE SOLDIER-DEFAULTER'S SHEET- 



HIS PASSPOKT TO HEAVEN. 



Before the keeper of the keys, 

A sage-like Spirit stood, 
Claiming admittance, for his ways 
On earth, he said, were good. 
" Stand back, thou canst not enter here," 

Sternly the Saint replied, 
" For marks upon thy robe appear 
Of intellectual pride." 
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Abashed, he turned, and then a Priest, 

Bold fronted, would have passed, 
'' Nor thou," said Peter, " here at least 

Know that the first are last. 
Down, Sophist, to the nether deep, 

For on thy garb I see 
The desolate, the widow weep, 

Uncared, unsought by thee." 



Before the Saint a Soldier stood. 

As next upon the roll ; 
His march on earth had not been good 

Nor knew he the parole. 
And yet his helm of hope shone bright, 
His uniform was new, 
" To pass," said he, '* I have no right, 
But you can let me through. 
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Saint Peter smiling, turned the key, 

And said, " Thou enter — go, 
" For on thy uniform I see. 

For every crime its throe. 
I see thy long Defaulter's* Sheet, 

A record none has given : 
With penalties all paid, 'tis meet 

The soldier be in heaven/' 



• Every trifling offence committed by the soldier, and every 
pmiishment inflictied, is recorded against him, and the amomit of 
his pension for length of service, is decided by that record. Thus, 
the soldier is the only man this side heaven, who is made to suffer, 
in decrepitude and age, for the errors of his youth ; although they 
militate neither against religion, morality, or the rules of the most 
refined society. 
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Smtg. 
PROGRESS.* 



A King of our island to battle would go, 

But Burgess and belted Knight boldly said * no/ 

Cries the King, " we must progress we cannot stand 

stiU, 
" And how can I march till my coffers you fill ? 

" Progress, progress, nothing like progress, 
*' Yet I cannot march till my coffers you fill. 



* The age is progress, we cannot stand still, and I hope yet to 
see the working man in Parliament. — The present hon. member 
for Diunfries. 

'' JElevolution ia constant change, we cannot stop." — Ledni 
Kollin. 
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Says Knight and bold Burgess, " It cannot be so, 
*' As we pay the taxes well see how they go, 
" We pay, and if need be, that princes may fight ; 
** We pay that the honest poor's load may be Ught ; 

" Progress, progress, that's the true progress, 
** To pay, that the honest poors load may be light." 

Now Reformers, Reformers ! to serve their own day, 
Pit class against class in fierce battle array. 
And cry to the masses, " progress in your miglit, 
" Progress is to level, and might is your right ! 

" Progress, progress, nothing like progress, 
" Progress is to level, and might is your right." 

Hate, envy, and jealousy, thirsting for place. 
Prompts even a Eussell to try ruin's race. 
To throw wide its flood-gate, and ride on the flow, 
Tho' Woburn's proud abbey should sink to — below ; 

Progress, progress, level and progress, 
Tho' Woburn's proud abbey should sink to — below. 
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Soon voters of taxes may bitterly rue, 

Nor dare lift your heads 'gainst the demagogue's 

crew, 
Once yield to their clamour, and who shall gainsay. 
But you will soon find there's the devil to pay ; 

Progress, progress, still it is progress, 
Though in the end there's the devil to pay. 
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THE SENTIMENTAL DEMAGOGUE. 



Place. — Exeter Hall. Air. — Alley Croker. 

My friends, your shame 

I now proclaim. 
The heathen still are kneeling, 

To sticks and stocks. 

And granite rocks, 
Which have no sense or feeling. 

You need not mind. 

Though you should find, 
The poor in our own alleys, 

E 
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Who never heard 

The gladsome word, 
To turn trom sins and follies. 
But the heathen, one dear benighted heathen, 

Is worth a score 

Of our own poor ; 
The dear, dark, lovely heathen. 

How dutiful ! 

How beautiful ! 
That our own feet should carry 

The book of life, 

Which says one wife 
Is all a man may marry. 

You need not mind, 

Though you may find 
Our own poor herd together, 

In roofless shed. 

Unclad, unwed. 
In pinching wintry weather. 
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O the heathen, one dear benighted heathen, 
Is worth a score 
Of our own poor ; 
The dear, dark, lovely heathen. 



How dutiful ! 

How beautiful! 
Our bread upon the waters 

May prove a sop, 

(We'd fain so hope). 
To catch our Hindoo daughters. 

You need not mind. 

Though you may find, 
Our frail ones who ne'er tasted 

One crumb to tell 

Of Heaven or Hell, 
Though dying, wan, and wasted. 
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the heathen, one dear benighted heathen, 
Is worth a score 
Of our own poor ; 
The dear, dark, lovely heathen. 
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BURNS' MISSION. 



Air. — Bonnie Dundee. 

Burns fought not for woman as knight did of yore, 
His mission, divine, was her rights to restore, 
And wielded so skilfully song for his dart, 
He pierced the deep stronghold of man's rugged 
heart. 
Then come all of womankind, mother and maid. 
And weave him a garland that never can fade. 
Through him we're esteemed as man's best, dear- 
est friend. 
And who from the " heart's keep" love's banner 
shall rend ? 
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Man's usurped authority fell in the fray, 
And bold fronted pride to affection gave way, 
Self love, while retreating, felt poes/s dart. 
And left true love's flag on the " keep" of the heart. 
Then come all of womankind, mother and maid, 
And weave him a garland that never can fade, 
Through him we're esteemed as man's best, dear- 
est friend. 
And who from the " heart's keep" love's banner 
shall rend ? 
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Ban^. 



Air — "O Willie brewed a peck o' maut" 

Burns saw his lowly class despised, 

Hearts made for hope, in want to pine ; 
He felt his mission — all he prized — 
And ever speaks with tongue divine. 

Tho' we be poor, we're not that poor, 

But our right hand can win our bread ; 
While we have health, who'U envy wealth ? 
For labour dares lift up her head. 

He teaches simple maids to sing, 
And as they sing their loves they tell. 
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In 'words as sweet as those which spring 

From lip of coronetted Belle. 

Tho' we be poor, we're not that poor, 

< 
But our right hand can win our bread ; 

With love and health, wholl envy wealth ? 

For labour dares lift up her head. 

He tells his fellow-men to sing 

In words of burning, living, fire ; 
The man of worth's before a king, 

Though poor — above the selfish squire. 
Tho' we be poor, we're not that poor. 

But our right hand can win our bread ; 
With love and health, who'll envy wealth ? 
For labour dares lift up her head. 

He teUs the humble heart to sing 

In thankftdness for daily weal 
And all the heart and soul to bring, 

As fathers and as husbands kneel. 
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Tho' we be poor, and very poor, 

The heart can praise tho' scant our bread ; 
With love and health, who'll envy wealth ? 

For labour dares lift up her head. 
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REMORSE. 



Wretch that I am — a, Minister, to dare 

To step aside 
From God's appointed way, and make my care 

To be the guide 
Of multitudes, in secular concerns. 

The very name 
Of " Platform Priest," the good man scorns, 

The many blame. 

pride of intellect ! how clearly thou 

Didst point the way 

That I should tread — ^to thee the knee I'd bow. 

To thee would pray. 
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Then, sharp and keen, my soul would look abroad 

Upon the world, 
To find new duties ; till, beneath the load 

'Twas hellward hurl'd. 

No hope— no mercy — lost — my ordination vow 

Forgotten — broken— 
That bitter curse — I feel it even now, 

Which God hath spoken. 
*^ At your calamity I will hide mine eye, 

And mock your fear, 
And laugh in scorn, when you to me shall cry, 

* Mercy — ^forbear.' " 
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THE FLOWER OF FREEDOM. 



The devil, when a hunting, spied 
A flower upon the mountain side, 
He spumed it with his foot, and said, 
" My curse be on thee— lie there dead. 



The more the haste, the less the speed. 
The flower was crushed, but one small seed 
Was borne upon the wing of time, 
To fall, and root, in Britain's clime. 
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The soil was genial, strong it grew, 

Its winged seeds on zephjnrs flew. 

And many a haU and cottage bower. 

Was gemm'd with Freedom's beauteous flower. 



Surprised, at Freedom's second birth, 

The devil sought it through the earth, 
For well he knew, by its perfume, 

'Twas living, and again in bloom. 



He travelled over sea and shore, 
And when he found it, stamped and swore, 
To find the hated flower should be 
Endowed with immortality. 



Living, when he had crushed its head. 
Immortal, when he had thought it dead ; 
He voVd he'd tramp on every root, 
And mar the growth of seed and shoot. 
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Perplexed, and worn, but not dismayed, 
He called the priesthood to his aid, 
Who cursed the flower with book and bell, 
And burned it in the cause of hell. 

From north to south its ashes flew, 
From east to west it throve and grew, 
In spite of candle, book, and bell, 
In spite of all the strength of hell. 

Baffled— he fled— but left behind 
His foot-print upon many a mind, 
And left a film on many an eye. 
Which looked abroad for liberty. 



* Fifty clergjmeiiy professors, and medical men protested 
against the continuance of the Koman Catholic matron at the 
Uoyal Crichton Lunatic Asylum, Dumfries, she was in conse- 
quenoe dismissed — ^the two following poems also refer to it. 
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In that good city, called " Auld Eeekie/' 
Long held in tenure of Auld Nickie, 
Some fifty men* in counsel sat, on 
The election of the " Crichton" matron. 



This " blind half hundred *" call good evil, 

And evil good, so does the Devil ; 
They work his work, and then they cry, 

'Tis aU for God and liberty. 



For God I would he the widow spurn ? 

What ! liberty a tyrant turn ? 

ye who sit in Wisdom's seats. 

Bead in your own hearts, " cheat of cheats/' 



* A title given, half in pity, half in ridicule, to the 50th Regi- 
ment during the campaign in Egypt, as nearly all the men were 
blind from ophthalmia. Surely their blindness would not bear 
comparison with the darkness of these Saints and Wise men. 
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Go ye and study Freedom's flower, 
Which blooms in every neighbour's bower, 
And you will find upon each leaf, 
" Kemember thou the widow's grief." 

There, Charity and Truth's combined, 
There, Libery and Love's enjoined, 
And bud, and blossom, root, and stem, 
Form the Christians' diadem. 

The crystal dew-drop on each leaf 
Is healing to the widow's grief ; 
But Scath, to bigot and oppressor, 
Be he Preacher or Professor. 
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WHO'LL BE KING OF THE CASTLE f 



The Tories proudly stood upon 
The castle that surrounds the throne, 
And hoped to do as they had done 

Before, when King of the Castle. 
They built our ships and had them mann'd ; 
They beat our foes by sea and land, 
And sacred was the British strand 

When they were King of the CcLstk. 
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The Whigs, though Tory in the grain, 
Saw place, and pow'r if they could reign, 
So pulled, and pushed with might and main. 

Till they were King of the Castle. 
So careless were they at their post, 
The prestige of our flag was lost ; 
And all defenceless lay the coast 

When they were King of the Castle. 

The faithful ever are awake. 
Nor will a patriot ever stake 
His country's welfare, for the sake 

Of being King of the Castle. 
Sink self as deep as Dover's tide, 
From honour's path ne'er step aside ; 
Let wisdom all your councils guide. 

Whoe'er be King of the Castle. 

The Demagogue is stirring up 

The dregs, which both alike will sup, 
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If, but the masses hand the cup, 
And reign as King of the Castle. 

So Whig and Tory cease your strife, 

Be one, a« firm as man and wife, 

Let England's weal be dear as life. 
Whoe'er be King of the Castle. 
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THREE LECTURING SHEPHERDS. 



Three lecturing Shepherds at Dumfries would 

pray, 
And left their own flocks on the mountains to 

stray ; 
They boasted of charity — ^love to mankind, 
As deep as the sea, and as pure as the wind. 

Ye Shepherds, go, hunt the waste places and rocks, 
For the sheep who have wandered away from your 

flocks ; 
Go, visit the garrets and gratings, for there 
The lost may be found — none at lectures appear. 
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Your " Social Eeform/' people all wish it well, 
But has not each shepherd his own flock and stell ? 
His own walk appointed, by Him who doth keep 
A book of remembrance of every lost sheep ? 



How many there be whom you know not by name ? 
Who know not their Shepherds, and whose is the 

shame ? 
Go, visit the garrets and gratings, for there 
Dwell the poor and the wretched, you claim as 

your care. 



A " wee bit ewe lamb " from the flock of a brother 
Had sheltered itself in the fold of another ; 
But these saintly Shepherds of " Social Eeform" 
Said, " the wee lamb again shall be turned to the 
storm/' 
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Is this then your charity — love to mankind ? 
There is One who doth temper to lambs the cold 

wind ; 
Gro, tread in his footsteps, be watchful, and pray, 
For the Devil works surest with Shepherds away. 



FOLLY, BIGOTRY, AND INSANITY !)5 



FOLLY, BIGOTRY, AND INSMIH. 



Tte wise man hath written " when councillors sit, 

There Wisdom is sure to preside." 
But somehow the Devil, as Folly, thinks fit, 

The wisest of men to divide. 



Though Folly's his masterpiece. Bigotry stands 
Like the gallant Greys, " second to none,"* 

Tis by second causes his realm he expands. 
The open attack he will shun. 



Begimental motto. 
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He breathes on the priest, as on prophet of yore, 
When perverting the truth with a he ; 

And withers sweet Charity's heart to the core, 
With a flash from stern Bigotry's eye. 



Persecution is practised, though preachers preach 
love, 

When the poor is the theme of their prayer. 
Or the cause of the widow ; yet she's turned to rove 

The wide world of sorrow and care. 



The Governors sat in the mad people's hall. 
And Folly, as Wisdom, was there. 

And Bigotry fast held the many in thrall, 
And drove out* ih^few in despair. 



* Two ot the directors resigned. 
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In despair that the many, with faces so sad, 

Should listen to Bigotry's tale, 
And fear that a woman should turn all the mad 

To the doctrine of Father M*Hale. 



Should fear the poor stricken ones — ^wrecks of our 
race— 

Sheer hulks upon memory's shore ; 
Should drift into Eeason, then drift out of Grace, 

Desolation far worse than before. 



Desolation ! who judgeth ? how shineth thy light? 

Doth it reflect that from on high ? 
Or, is it the outward sepulchral white ? 

Say, when thy God only is nigh. 



Men, all, have one weakness— maybe it is pride, 
Which other men see and are sad \ 



98 FOLLY, BIGOTRY, AND INSANITY. 

One hobby of greatness, on which they will ride, 
One crochet, on which they are mad. 



There's madness in genius, madness in wine. 
Men are mad when they're merry or sad, 

But the maddest of men is the crazy divine, 
So blinded by zeal that he's mad. 



There's madness in leading, when led we are mad ; 

The miser is mad, it is said ; 
But the maddest of laymen — ^the madness most 
sad, 

Is the man by his minister led. 



There's madness in canvassing — voters are mad ; 

But the maddest of madmen is he, 
Who will canvass for votes, to make poor widows 
sad. 

Though priest or though layman he be. 
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When a layman doth wrong, though it be for good 
ends, 

His own sure reward will be sad ; 
But a Minister, when he doth wrongfully, lends 

His arm to the devil — he's mad. 
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A FABLE. 



Doth not wine gladden the heart ? 
And wisdom say, " drink for thy stomach^s sake ;" 
*' But the fool saith, *' though toilwom and weary, 
Taste not, there^s poison in good blessings. 



Four neighbouring herds, one summer's noon, 
T'escape the fly and cool their shoon, 
Stood in the Nith 'twixt pool and shallow, 
Where Milnhead marches with Camsalloch. 
Protected by the friendly flood, 
They switched their tails and chew'd the cud, 
Talked of the rivers, streams and rills. 
Of glens and valleys, knowes and hills ; 
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Compared their notes, and all agreed, 
That, from the Shetland to the Tweed, 
No pastm-e gave the limbs such pith. 
As the rich, teeming holms of Nith. 
The short-homed Chieftain of Carnsalloch, 
Claimed silence with a mighty bellow, 
Which stopped the young stot in his leap, 
And every tail upon its sweep ; 
For never did Nith's pebbled shore, 
Kesound with such a mighty roar : — 



* ' My friends, with grief, IVe seen of late, 

" You Ve met in strife, to part in hate. 

" In truth, youVe all intoxicated 

" With grasses you have masticated. 

" Pleasant they are, no doubt, and good 

** In moderation, for our food ; 

" But when once tasted by the poor, 

" Who come from mountain and from vcicy^^^ 
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" They can't resist, but fill the pauDch 

*' To hoovinff, even at a lunch. 

" The juice distilled, the stomach bums, 

" The brain with wildest fancies turns ; 

" They gallop over fields and fences, 

*' As none would gallop in their senses ; 

" Then madly at each other rush, 

" And roar, and gore, and dunch, and push ; 

** Or else upon each other leap, 

*' As wanton as the silly sheep, 

" Now, social to frivolity ; 

" Now, bellowing in their jollity — 

" Conduct that, daily, brings disgrace, 

" On our respected, sober race. 

" Therefore, my brethren, I now move — 

" And *tis believe me all in love— 

" 'That luscious grasses, for the future, 

" Kejected be by every creature. 

*' Eye grass, fiorin, or Yorkshire fogg, 

" Whether on upland, mead, or bog, 
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" And every other kind that grows, 

" That oxen eat, or mankind mows ; 

" Total Abstainers, be like me ; 

*' Come, sign the pledge and sober be : 

" But if the pledge is left unsigned, 

** rU agitate the public mind, 

" Until there's passed a stringent law 

" To make you live on bents and straw." 



" The * Lord of Netherholm' replied, 
" Shall nature's bounties be denied, 
" To him who toils from mom till night ? 
" Shall he not taste the luscious bite, 
" To cheer the heart, revive his frame, 
" And, grateful, praise the giver's name ?- 
" Shall Crummie, who has borne to me 
" Four healthy bull calves, and a quey,* 



• Heifer. 
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" Be doomed, as now her powers decrease, 

'* To taste no more health giving grass ? 

" 'Tis only pampered bulls like you, 

" Who're drunk with every grass you chew. 

*' Your abstinence is all a cheat, 

" Your stall is filled with choicest meat ; 

" Oil cake, and mangolds, beans, and pease, 

*' You pick and choose wher'er you please ; 

" And then, forsooth, you'd pass a law, 

" To make us live on bents and straw. 

** I knew you some three years ago, 

" The finest bull at Dumfries show, 

" And not a cow who saw you there, 

" But said Carnsalloch topped the fair. 

" Now, broken down through dissipation, 

" And forced into a reformation, 

" You still would their esteem retain, 

* But no, their scorn is all you gain. 
" The dullest stot can plainly see 

* The depths of your hypocrisy." 
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Indignantly Carnsalloch's Lord, 
First pledged his honor, then his word, 
That by statistics he could prove, 
How many, yearly, died of hoove. 
How many from neglect, and cold. 
Who might have lived till they were old ; 
How many calves were blind and lame. 
Inheriting their mother's shame ; 
And by analysis could show — 
But now the cows began to low. 
The stots and heifers dunch in fun ; 
The calves about the river run ; 
And not a bovine son or daughter. 
But splashed Carnsalloch with the water. 



The '' Lord of Holm" leaped on the shore, 
And claimed attention with a roar. 
** Bulls, cows, and heifers, — herds, attend, 
" Take counsel from a Highland friend : 

G 
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** Nature provides the luscious grasses, 

" For beeves, and sheep, and goats, and asses; 

" But leaves to their unfettered will, 

'' How much, or little, they distill. 

" And as a few, in every age, 

" Are found to shame their parentage ; 

'' Shall we no' more from grass distill 

" The good, because their choice is ill ? 

" Look to mankind, deign they to stoop, 

" And pass a law 'gainst turtle soup, 

" Because an Alderman thinks fit, 

'' To eat too much, and die of it ? 

" Would they cut off the poor man's* wine, 

" Which makes his face with gladness shine, 
' Because a few get drunk, and die 

" In voluntary misery ? 



• See Chemistry of Common Life. — Liquors we ferment. By 
Professor Johnston. 
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** Tis true that some will bark, and bray, 
*' And, like our friend there, have their say ; 
" And travel through the Queen's dominion, 
" That all may learn a fool's opinion. 
" These men, at breakfast, fed on ham, 
" Strong coffee, marmalade, and jam ; 
" On potted oysters, shrimps, and tongue, 
" Should they but find their stomach wrong. 
" At dinner, seasoned soups, and fish, 
" And many a spiced and curried dish ; 
" Gravies and sauces with their meat, 
" And then at tea there's something sweat. 
" At supper, oysters, cold lamb pie — 
" And then, unblushingly they cry, 
'* For Total Abstinence. But never 
" Will mankind share with us, the river. 
'* Britons have too much common sense, 
" To yield, like monks, to abstinence. 
" Therefore, my brethren, let us pass 
" A law, this day, to keep our gcsLie.%, 
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" And show to all the world, that we, 

" Like men, condemn such foolery. 

'* Be't this, that he who brings disgrace, 

" And scorn on our respected race ; 

** By agitating for a law, 

** To make us live on bents and straw ; 

'* Or dares to say the honest poor, 

" Can't eat enough, but must eat more ; 

" Shall be, in proof of each offence, 

•' Confined within some strong, close fence ; 

" And, daily suffer pillory, 

'* From * calving time,' to * hilary.' 



f » 



To lose his whole domestic bliss. 
No bull would break a law like this ; 
Yet, with advice, we all will pull. 
To make the bad, a better bull. 
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MOKAL. 

Judge not the poor by imputations, 
Who, for thy one, have ten temptations ; 
Each, they resist (with power divine). 
More steadfastly than thou dost thine. 
Though with ten talents, thou are blind 
To thy one fault ; the poor may find. 
In their one talent, strength to turn. 
The ten temptations round them burn. 
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THE BAD PARSON. 



The Parson from his pulpit sings, 
Peace and good will to men. 

The Parson from his study, flings 
A firebrand in his pen. 



He, as the poacher's widow saith. 
To the unlettered boor, 
'' Almighty God will lift no rod, 
'' Against the poaching poor. 
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" Your country's laws are wicked laws, 
" They're framed by men of hell ; 

*' So you may snare, with little care, 
" Their game in field and fell. 



** What is the rich man to the poor ? 

" His tyrant and his foe, 
" His murderer" — ye rich men hear — 
The Parson says 'tis so. 



The Parson backwards reads the law, 
The tithe-grant to the church ; 

Yet in that law may come a flaw, 
To leave him in the lurch. 



Tithes are a gift — Game is a right 

Inherent in the soil ; 
And ere the boor can win the moor, 

The glebe will be his spoil. 
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YESTERDAY, TO-DAY, TO-MORROW. 



Yesterday ! 'tis but a gleam, 

A shadow on the river ; 
A thought unbid — a dream 

Forgotten — gone for ever. 

To-day — 'tis but a throb 
Of time ; — yet all that's given 

Thy deathless soul to robe, 
Either for hell or heaven. 

To-morrow ! can the blind 

From light one pleasure borrow ? 
And shall Delay not find, 

As yesterday, to-morrow ? 
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THE BEAUTIFUL 



Where look we for the Beautiful ? 

Upon the lily's stem, 
Whose glories are outshining those 

Of Israel's diadem ? 
'Twas God who traced each lovely leaf, 

And made it to excel ; 
But the Beautiful is woman's heart, 

Where piety doth dwell. 
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Where look we lor the Beautiful ? 

In lovely form or face ? 
More beauteous in our cherished one. 

We mark each blooming grace. 
Twas God who placed those graces there, 

And made them to excel ; 
But the Beautiful is woman's heart, 

Where piety doth dwell. 

Where look we for the Beautiful ? 

When morning's in its prime ? 
Or when the sinking sun shall mark 

Another step in time ? 
Tis God who makes him run his course, 

To shine and to excel ; 
But the Beautiful is woman s heart, 

Where piety doth dwell. 
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THE CROSS. 



What is the Cross ? The mark of shame, 
That's stamped upon my Saviom^'s name. 
I blush, I weep, to think that He 
Should bear that shame for man — ^for me. 



What is the Cross ? The mark that I 
Must bear for this world's infamy. 
And yet before that world I own, 
I glory in that Cross alone. 
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Upon that Cross my sins shall be 
All crucified — ^the world to me ; 
And though the world may be my loss, 
ni glory in that Heavenly Cross. 



What is the Cross ? The mark of love, 
That seals my soul for life above ; 
That makes earth's riches all as dross : 
I glory in the Heavenly Cross. 
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FAITH AND WORKS. 



Can'st thou withold the northern blast ? 

Say to the east wind, cease to blow ? 
The ocean, can'st thou bind it fast. 

And stay the tidal ebb and flow ? 
Can'st thou the icy mountain deck ? 

Clothe the bleak hill-top with the pine ? 
The valleys, will they heed thy beck, 

And yield the olive and the vine ? 
And can'st thou, by thy works alone, enroll 
Thy name in Heaven, and redeem thy aowl? 
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Shall the swift river seek its source ? 

The mountain torrent upward rush ? 
The Sun, shall he reverse his course, 

And give the west the morning s blush ? 
With fruit shall blighted branches bend ? 

The rifted oak his strength regain ? 
The rocks, shall children's fingers rend, 

And with the fragments strew the plain ? 
So shall a man by Faith his soul redeem. 
Faith, without works, is but an empty dream. 

True Faith is active, living, loving, 
Practical, and spirit proving, 
The means whereby we take possession 
Through Jesus' merits, of salvation. 
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Bang. 
THE BALLOT. 



The Ballot's an insult, 

The honest man's shame, 
The cloak of the coward, 

'Tis tyranny's name. 
The demagogue's watch-word, 

A lie and a snare ; 
So true-hearted Britons 

The Ballot beware. 
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The Ballot's an insult, 

'Tis liberty's bane, 
The rod, from which Frenchmen 

Have forged their own chain. 
Their Emperor's watch-word, 

A lie, and a snare ; 
So true-hearted Britons 

The Ballot beware. 

The Ballots an insult, — 

What, Briton's afraid 
To vote in the sunshine ! 

Give cowards the shade. 
The demagogue's watch-word, 

A lie, and a snare ; 
So true-hearted Britons 

The Ballot beware. 
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THE PARTING. 



My Robert, I am sinking 
Fast, fast into the gi'ave ; 

At each breath I am drinking 
Deeper in death's cold wave. 

And yet I know no sorrow, 

Except it be for thee : 
Then why should grief so harrow 

^Thy heart, my love, for me. 

Come, sit down on the bed, love, 
And on thy faithful breast 

H 
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Lot me recline my head, love, — 
There, now I am at rest. 

Wlien pillowed here how calm, love, 
I shall resign my breath. 

Thy fond affection's balm, love, 
To these cold pains of death. 



Oft, thus, wouldst thou caress me. 
And praise my laughing eye ; 

! come, my Eobert, bless me, 
And kiss me ere I die. 

1 leave thee to inherit 

A brighter world above, 
And where my happy spirit. 
Shall welcome thine, my love. 
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THE SOLDIER'S TRIBUTE TO 

FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE. 



When the wine is flowing, 
When hearts all are glowing, 

Oh ! we'll remember thee. 
When the battle's nearing, 
When the victor's cheering, 

Still well remember thee. 
When aromid are lying, 
Comrades dead and dying. 
When brave hearts are sighing. 

In hope all turn to thee. 
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On our aims reposing, 
When life's march is closing, 
Oh I Well remember thee. 



Florence, every soldier, 
Till his heart shall moulder. 

Will cherish thoughts of thee. 
When the sword's forsaken, 
When from death we waken, 

Sister, in Heaven we'll see. 
Adorning thy pure spirit, — 
Gk)d will give to wear it, — 
Crown and cross of merit. 

So htmibly won by thee. 
Saints shall hear oiu* story, 
Angels, in their glory, 

Shall sing our songs of thee. 
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HOPE. 



Hope on, and hope ever, 

Through sorrow and care. 
The faint hearted, never 

Yet won with despair. 
Hope on, and take courage, 

The brave never rue, 
Whilst Faint Heart, demurrage 

Pays long ere 'tis due. 



i 
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Hope on, and hope ever, 

The battle to win, 
The faint heart hopes never, 

Desponds, and gives in. 
His life's cup though bitter, 

He drinks as he sighs. 
And, the slave ! hugs the fetter 

Which brave men despise. 

Hope on, and hope ever, 

Be firm to the end, 
Hope on, for youll never 

Find such a true friend. 
Though foemen may thicken, 

'Tis hope cheers the brave. 
And the good man, when stricken, 

Sees Hope in the grave. 
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AMBITION. 



Ambition fires the soldie/s breast, 
A Corporal's stripes will make him blest, 
But give him these, and you will find, 
A Serjeant's sash will fill his mind. 



Once this obtained, and his ambition 
Soars upwards to a full commission, 
Behold him here, he's just the same. 
Promotion is his chiefeat aim. 
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The youthful Sub, whose ardent soul 
Has nearly topped ambition's pole, 
Thinks that he can, at least as well 
Command, as any general. 

And when this rank he has obtained. 
His soul's as if 'twere just unchained, 
Conquering, in airy visions, more 
Than Wellington e'er did before. 
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DISTRESS. 



Distress ! how we all shun thee, yet are they 

Farthest from God, 
Who have not felt, in life's uneven way, 

Thy chastening rod. 
Our health may fail, our garner empty be. 

Or death may rend 
Our dearest ties, yet dark Distress, in thee 

We find a friend. 
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In that strong chain which binds us here, each 
blow 

Is our link riven, 
The weeping spirit turns from things below, 

And clings to heaven. 
Still man will fear and shun thee, yet are they 

Dearest to God, 
Whom he doth chasten in life's rugged way, 

With thy stern rod. 
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FOLLOW ME. 



Predestined art thou to a life in Heaven ! 

Then foUow me, 
Not in those mighty works, in which is given 

The power to free 
The spirit from the grasp of death, and make 

The blind to see. 
To cleanse the leper, cause the dumb to speak 

Is not for thee. 
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All are predestined to a life above, 

Who follow me, 
In meekness, and in lowliness, and love, 

Whose charity, 
Doth as a garment cover them, and who 

Ne'er put it off. 
Though envy, hate, and malice should pursue, 

Kevile, and scoff. 



Tread thou the pathway to that narrow gate. 

Which yields alone 
To fervent prayer, man has no destined fate ; 

The Holy One 
Invited all to come to Him, and live, 

And God-like be ; 
Pray to be like Him, pray, and power He'll give, 

To follow me. 



GB1£F 
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GRIEF 



Her only child, and he her cherished joy, 

Her hope, her care. 
Her very life is living in her boy. 

So arch and fair. 
His wish she seeks, and studies, gratifies, 

And thus she weaves 
Her web of grief, and as she weaves, she sighs. 

And sighs and gi:\fiN<i«>. 
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Though good her aim, she educated him 

To disobey, 
And now the wilful passion, and the whim, 

Have their full sway. 
Yet her loved idol still she gratifies, 

And still she weaves 
Her web of grief, and as she weaves she sighs, 

And sighs and grieves. 
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LOVE. 



In life s young days there came upon my soul 
Sweet whisperings ; 

Gentle, as when the balmy zephyrs roll 

From Angels wings. 
They came unheeded long, at last I felt 

My spirit moved ; 
My own, my destined* one beside me knelt, 
And said he loved. 

_ M I ■ - ^ - 

• There is an old tradition that all marriages are predeatixvad. 
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My, heart I then review'd, and leaf by leaf 

I turned it o'er ; 
And read, re-read each thought and wish, how brief, 

Within its store. 
And as I doubted, feared, sweet whisperings 

My spirit moved ; 
Soft as a zephyr fanned by angels wings ; 

They said I loved. 
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CONSOLATION. 



Her grief was greatly multiplied, her woe 

Was deep indeed, 
But yesterday, we laid her husband low 

Among the dead. 
Her helpless babes, her cruse of oil run dry. 

The empty bin, 

The faggot pile grown low, the rent-day nigh. 

Nor hope from kin. 
I 
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I gently lifted up the latch, and said — 
** May peace be here, 
" That peace which God himself alone can shed, 
" To stay the tear." 
Her tongue was mute, but in her swinmiing eye 

The fiill heart said — 
Those who come round me in my misery, 
Are friends indeed. 



We knelt together, and in answer came, 

A still, small voice, 
" When in distress, call thou upon my name, 

" And so rejoica" 
And when I rose to leave, she calmly said — 

" Sweet peace is here, 
*' That peace which God himself alone can shed, 

'' To stay the tear." 



DESPAIR. 139 



DESPAIR. 



Indulged in youth, he spent his prime of days 

As passion swayed, 
Or pleasm-e led, with men of evil ways ; — 

He never prayed. 
Twas his last hour ; I stood beside his bed 

And saw him die, 
And oh, the anguish ere his spirit fled. 

The moan, the sigh. 
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I thought, in death, he'd gently fall away, 

But fell Despair 
Hud clutched his soul, and kept e'en death at bay, 

Till he could tear, 
And wring, and wrench it ; then he'd drag it back, 

As 'twere to life, 
And revel in its pangs, and on the rack 

Kenew the strife. 

The gasp, the clench, the smiting on the brain, 

The haggard eye. 
Told the intensity of mental pain. 

His agony. 
Oh how he writhed and twisted, tore and tossed, 

And his last breath, 
He gathered in one giant cry, " I'm lost !" 

And plunged in death. 
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PROVERBS. 



As Seneca borrowed from Aristotle, 
And Milton paraphrased Bacon ; 
So will each generation find, 
Old thoughts in new dresses. 

I. 

Teach thy son to love his home, 
The scenes of his childhood and youth ; 
So shall it, in lusty manhood. 
Be the measm^e of his patriotism. 

II. 

If faith be the door of thine heart, 
And truth its trusty sentinel ; 
The devil shall pass thee by. 
As did the destroyer the Israelites. 
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III. 

If thy temper be irritable, 

And thy passion ungovernable ; 

Thy dearest friend will pity, 

And condemn thee with the dnmkard. 



IV. 

If thou sowest the seed of piety, 
And temperest the hand of discipline ; 
Thy sons shall be thy glory. 
And thy daughters thy heart's blessing. 



V. 

As the artist illustrates the volume, 
And stamps it firmer on the mind ; 
So is revelation confirmed, 
And illustrated by geology. 
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VI. 

As the babe turneth to its mother, 
And the little one crieth to her for help ; 
So surely will the professed sceptic 
Cry out unto God in death. 



VII. 

As the keystone to the centre arch, 
And the corner stone to the building ; 
So is Christian philosophy 
To man's social edifice. 



VIII. 

As imlimited as man's desire, 
And as boimdless as the miser s wish ; 
So should be thy charity ; 
It is the religion of God. 



144 PROVERBS. 



IX. 

Are not pomps and shows, vanities ? 
The grandeur of tyranny, a snare ? 
So, also, is a pompous hierarchism ; 
It is the religion of the priest. 



X. 

Keason diggeth and findeth knowledge, 
She breaketh a stone and saith, " I've foand it ; 
When honouring reason, beware, 
It is the religion of man. 



rr 



XI. 

Keligion asketh of the rocks, 
And the reply cometh of the stones ; 
Call science to thine aid, and understand, 
More clearly, the revelations of God. 
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XII. 

When the bishops are as princes, 
And priests as the great ones of ihe land ; 
Shall not the poor be in darkness, 
And dissent break forth as the light ? 



XIII. 

ShaU the lion forget his strength ? 
And the eagle resign his power ? 
So, also, shall the hierarchy 
Practice humility. 



XIV. 

As the " Mass" is the doctrine of man, 
And the " real Presence" a superstition ; 
So the priest is thereby exalted 
And God dishonoured. 
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XV. 

As he that wrangleth — is a brawler,- 
And as a contentious brother ; 
So is a controversial Bishop 
In the bosora of his church. 



XVI. 

As Papists proselyte with fire, 

And High Churchmen with superstitious fears ; 

So both beget formalities, 

Human ordinances, and hypocrisy. 



XVII. 

Who is the lier in wait ? 
And who the spier-out in the camp ? 
Is it not the priest in the cottage, 
And at the confessional ? 
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XVIII. 

Doth the priest hold in his hand 
The heart, as potters hold the clay ? 
So, also, may he presume 
To keep a layman's conscience. 



XIX. 

As shame graspeth as a strong man, 
And fear holds us trembling in his power ; 
So the woman, who has once confessed. 
Is bound hand and foot unto her priest. 



XX. 

If thou art hungry, shall another cat ? 
Drowning, shall another swim ? 
Go to — trust to thy priest, 
Be shrived, and then . 
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XXI. 

Wonld'st thou go with thy wounds uncovered, 

Lay bare thy sores to the prying eye ? 

So hide, even from thy priest, 

The wounds and fest'rings that defile the soul. 



XXII. 

As the bow upon the heifer's neck. 
And as the yoke upon her shoulder ; 
So are priestly fasts and festivals 
Upon the neck of the Laity. 



XXIII. 

As the itch is to the skin, 
And as leprosy to the flesh ; 
So is Tractarian sophistry 
To the healthiness of the soul. 
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XXIV. 



The priests cry aloud — " trust to the Church/' 
And, trembling — " resist not thou her teachings, 
And why ? enlightened layman now, 
Eefute, by scriptures, their traditions. 



XXV. 

Some men boast of their ancestry, 
And the priesthood of their " succession ; 
Yet both forget their bastardy, 
Which others laugh and point at. 



XXVI. 

As time to a neglected tenement, 
And as moths to an old garment ; 
So is a people's contempt. 
To priestly observances. 
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XXVII. 

Shall not the light prevail ? — 
Shall darkness tarry for the sun ?- 
So Shall the pulpit prevail, 
And altar ceremonies pass away. 



XXVIII. 

As she who Gaddeth ; is a busy body, 

And neglecteth her children : 

So is a lecturing priest. 

The meddler in temporal things. 



XXIX. 

As wisdom is constrained by fashion. 
And as learning pandereth to the many ; 
So also in reUgion, 
As are the people so the priest. 
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XXX. 



Where is the cloak of Elijah ? 
The holy mantle of the Tishbite ?— 
Not lost — ^but torn, tattered, and daubed. 
With heathenish crooks, and rituals. 



XXXI. 

As the tempest stirreth up the deep. 
And as the whirlwind gathereth strength ; 
So anger stirreth up a man, 
And hatred gathereth strength by nursing. 



XXXII. 

A stone falleth on the lake. 
And a leaf on the running stream ; 
And so shall a man's place be known, 
So shall it abide among bis friends. 
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XXXIII. 

As the rain cometh down from the clouds, 
And as Kght descendeth from on high ; 
So Truth cometh direct from God, 
And confirmeth the soul. 



XXXIV. 

As a snake lurking in the grass, 
And as an adder coiled for its spring ; 
So is a secret enemy, 
And a treacherous friend. 



XXXV. 

As the tree buddeth in the spring, 
And as fruit ripeneth in the fall ; 
So are the accidents of life 
Certain unto a man. 
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XXXVI. 

As he that crieth to the deaf, 

Or lifteth up his hand to the blind ; 

So is he that preacheth 

In classic language, to the poor. 



XXXVII. 

Would'st thou mock at royalty ? 
And turn thy back upon thy prince ? 
Yet that priest mocks both God and man, 
Who worships with his back to the people. 



XXXVIII. 

He that foUoweth a blind guide, 
Or goeth blindfolded among the rocks ; 
Shall be accounted, as wise, to him 
Who studieth not the Scriptures. 

K 
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XXXIX. 

As the snow flake melteth on the sward, 
And the dew drops vanish in the sun ; 
So shall the imprudent find 
The instability of riches. 



XL. 

As are the springs of the valleys, 
And the fountains among the hills ; 
So is the life of man, 
Is the hand of the Almighty. 



XLI. 

As the ray cometh direct from the sun, 
And, radiating, begetteth heat : 

So Faith cometh direct from God, 
And worketh charity and love. 



PROVERBS. 155 



XLII. 

Shall the exalted know wisdom ? 
And the great have understanding ? 
When, as a child, they shall bow themselves, 
And walk humbly before their God. 



XLIII. 

Doth not the bee instruct us ? 

And from the ant have we no knowledge ? 

So, also, may the learned 

Gather wisdom from the poor. 



XLIV. 

As the lightnings ftirrow the cloud, 
And as the bolt shaketh the earth, 
So are the whisperings of the spirit 
To an evil conscience. 
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XLV. 

Is the Atlantic wire corroded ? 
Doth the electric fluid consume it ? 
So shall evil, uncherished, 
Paijs harmlessly through the mind. 



XL VI. 

How beautiful the summer's eve, 
The halo round the sinking sun ! 
Still brighter are those golden clouds 
Which wrap the mansions of the just. 



XLVII. 

Shall the forest withstand the whirlwind ? 

And the cedar lift up its head ? 

So, also, shall the mighty fall, 

When the oppressed gather in their strength. 
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XLVIII. 

As the multitude look to the great, 
And lift up the eye to the learned ; 
So in all superstitions 
It is reversed — the wise follow fools. 



XLIX. 

As the husbandman gathereth the sheaves, 
And storeth his grain in the autumn : 
So let thy friendship ripen, 
Ere it is garnered in thine heart. 



L. 

As are the wells of Solomon, 

And as the fountain hewn from the rock 

So is a mother's love, 

Ever fiill and overflowing. 
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LI. 

How welcome the tidings of a friend, 
A letter from a distant land ! 
So welcome thou the Scriptures 
As a letter sent from Heaven. 



LII. 

As the loadstone attracteth iron, 
And as fire momiteth upwards ; 
So sure will a cherished evil thought. 
Contaminate the soul. 



LIII. 

As rain to the growing plant, 
And as dew to the tender herb 
So, also, will prayer refresh 
And invigorate thy soul. 
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LI7. 

As the mist riseth from the earth, 
And the vapour from the streaming lake 
So let thy prayer, as incense, 
Eise in sacrifice to God. 



LV. 

Do not the rivers, as mists, return ? 
The streamlets to their native hills ? 
So, also, shall thy soul return 
To the hand of God who gave it. 



LVI. 

As the thistle to the husbandman. 
And to the binder up of the sheaf; 
So shall the thorns of trouble 
Spring among thy many mercies. 
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LVIL 

Doth not the fire try the gold ? 
And the bla«t purify the silver ? 
So in the furnace of affliction, 
Will thy soul be tempered f<M* Heaven. 



LVIII. 

Canst thou suspend the clouds ? 

And cover the mountains with the mists ? 

So is thine own will helpless 

To clothe thy soul in righteousness. 



LIX. 

Shall the pine tree in its glory fade ? 
Shall it wither in the winter's grasp ? 
And shall thy spirit perish ? 
No — ^not even at the death of Time. 
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LX. 

Wonldst thou possess happiness H 
And call contentment thine own ? 
Work, be frugal, temperate, chaste, 
Hate not, do good, and fear thy God. 



LXI. 

May not the poor find happiness ? 
And ho that laboureth contentment ? 
So, also, may the learned pine, 
And the rich be very poor indeed. 



LXII. 

Shall not the spendthrift want ? 
The imprudent sufier in old age ? 
So, also, shall thy spirit pine, 
If, in heaven, thou hast no treasure. 
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LXIII. 

As the plover upon the hill, 

And the partridge when thou art near her nest ; 

So are thy dearest hopes, 

The nearer, the more deceiving. 



LXIV. 

Shall the spoiled child be pleased ? 
Doth he not trouble the whole house ? 
So with him who complaineth. 
From a habit of complaining. 



LXV. 

Do not strong wines beget thirst ? 

And shall a drunkard's cravings cease ? 

So the heart, given to pleasure. 

Drinks, and drinks, and still it drinks and craves. 
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LXVI. 

Doth the lion catch the prey ? 
And the eagle swoop for another ? 
So trust to thyself and prosper, 
Or be a loser in the game of life. 



LXVII. 

As a streak of blue in a cloudy sky, 
And a sunny blink amid the storm ; 
So is a mind, serene 
Amid the sea of poverty. 



LXVIII. 

A rich man may lose his wealth, 

And the poor be turned from his cottage ; 

But neither is half so wretched 

As he who meeteth his troubles. 
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LXIX. 

If, in youth, thou sowest folly, 
And scatterest the seed of pleasure ; 
Surely repentance shall be thy sickle, 
And thy gathering in shall be sorrow. 



LXX. 

As the sun dryeth up the pools. 

And as the brooks shrink beneath his heat ; 

So doth the fire of jealousy 

Dry up the genial stream of love. 



LXXI. 

As the husbandman tilleth the ground, 
And soweth the seed in its season ; 
So in youth cultivate thine heart, 
That it be virtue's genial soil 



it * 
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LXXII. 

Doth the Players' heart warm with passion ? 

Can he feel the love he acts ? 

So beneath an outward smile, 

The heart of the Flirt lies cold and dead. 



LXXIII. 

Where is the refuge of distress ? 
The home of tranquillity and peace ? 
Surely, in the good man's dwelUng, 
By the hearthstone of domestic love. 



LXXIV. 

Did not thy father forbear ? 
And thy mother forgive — how often ? 
So do thou forgive, and forget not 
The sweet charity of relationship. 
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LXXV. 

As Fashion rideth on Vanity, 
And is led by the cord of Foppery ; 
So doth she often change, 
And the present ridicules the past. 



LXXVI. 

Should'st thou but soothe a weeping babe, 
Or lift up the little one that crieth ; 
God will remember thee for good, 
And bless thy crumb of charity. 



LXXVII. 

As he who proppeth the shaft, 

Or slacketh the gii'th of his weary steed ; 

So, also, is the hand of kindness, 

To the weary bosom of distress. 



eI 
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LXXVIII. 

As truth to the virtuous heart, 
And as honour to the manly breast ; 
So should be thy love of country, 
Deep rooted, and undying. 



LXIX. 

Doth not the son drink with his sire ? 
The child, and the aged, at the same spring ? 
So the wise and simple read the Scriptures, 
And as their faith is, so are they filled. 



LXXX. 

Is not an accomplice guilty ? 
He that looketh on, as he that doeth ? 
And art not thou an accomplice, 
When lending to scandal a wiDing ear ? 
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LXXXI. 

Thou mayest cheat thy soiil with vanities, 

And pay tribute to the world in lies ; 

But know, of a surety, that truth 

Stands the stern sentinel at the gate of Heaven. 



LXXXII. 

As unswerving as the martial code, 
And as the decree of a mighty prince ; 
So should be a father's comimands, 
But ever tempered with kindness. 



LXXXIII. 

Canst thou chain the desire of the eye ? 
And fetter a man's thirst for knowledge ; 
So mayest thou by human laws. 
Enforce a nation to sobriety. 
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LXXXIV. 

Doth not wine gladden the heart ? 
And Wisdom say — " Drink for thy stomach's sake ?" 
But the Fool saith — " Tho* toil worn and weary, 
Taste not ; there's poison in God's blessing." 



LXXXV. 



If the wine cup beguileth thee, 
And its enchantings overcome thee ; 
Sever the temptation from thy lip, 
Or men will point at thee, and pity. 



LXXXVI. 

Do not the Wise laugh at witchcraft ? 

And at tales of familiar spirits ? 

But the Fool turneth his own tables, 

And rappeth for admittance at the Devila ^ta. 
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LXXXVIl. 

If hunger passeth thee unaided, 

And distress, without thy help or prayer ; 

Thy reKgion is but a cloak, 

A body without a soul. 



LXXXVIII. 

As the storm gathering in the wind, 
And clouds are blackest at a distance ; 
So are thy troubles heavier, 
Ten-fold in anticipation. 



LXXXIX. 

Oan the world satisfy the soul ? 
Thy spirit be filled with its beauties ? 
Not while ever fancy soareth 
Heavenward, on the wing of hope. 
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XO. 

If thine aim be to the highest, 
Thine utmost strivings be to the best ; 
Thou art drinking at ethereal springs, 
The source of the Poetry of life. 



XOI. 

Enjoy thy mental feast with Shakspeare, 
And take thy festive cup with Bums; 
So shall thy pulse throb higher 
In devoted patriotism and love. 



XCII. 

If blind to thine own weakness, 
The one failing that besetteth thee : 
Thou art as the fool of forty, 
Who knoweth not his constitution. 
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XOIII. 

As a worm gnawing at the root, 
And as a cankerworm to the blossom 
So is an evil conscience, 
A gnawing canker at the heart. 



XCIV. 

Do we sow tares to gather wheat ? 
The rank nettle, and expect perfume ? 
And from a nurtured evU thought 
Shall a ffood action spring ? 



xcv. 

Thy manners may be the most refined ; 
Thine honour cast in the brightest mould : 
Yet, if founded not on virtue. 
Thine is but a sorry gentility. 
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XCVL 

If thy detjire be to get wealth. 
To store a competency for age ; 
Limit thy wants to thy means, 
And reap the riches of frugality. 



XCVII. 

Reason talketh of *' the God of Nature," 
'* Providence," and " the will of Heaven :" 
Shall Christians so coldly generalize, 
Whose God, is the God of love ? 



XCVIII 

He who borroweth and payeth not, 
But hangeth his debts about his neck ; 
Shall have Distress for his companion, 
And Necessity for his bed-fellow. 
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XCIX. 

Learning engendereth discontent, 
A thirsting for illimitable knowledge ; 
The poor drink deep in penny dieets, 
Find some good, and thirst for more. 



C. 

Can'st thou see through the darkness ? 
And thine eye penetrate the night ? 
As clearly can the mind's eye 
See the fulfilment of prophecy. 



CI. 

Did Milton forfeit his integrity ? 
Or Bums sacrifice his independence ? 
The lofty mind, with honour for its hedge. 
Will never stoop, how low its poverty. 
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CII. 

Would'st thou forge thy fame with the sword ? 
And write thine immortality in blood ? 
Know, that the f)recept of the sage shall live, 
When the deeds of the mighty are forgotten. 



cm. 

What, yield to thy misfortune ? 
And be disheartened at thy loss ? 
Confront them with perseverance, 
And be strong in thine integrity. 



CIV. 

If thou readest, and studiest not. 
But from a feverish thirst for amusement ; 
Thy mind will be filled to repletion. 
And be powerless to digest. 
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cv. 

Would'st thou acquire knowledge ? 
And fill the storehouse of the mind ? 
Bead thoughtfully, study closely, 
And thy harvest shall be in wisdom. 



CVI. 

Shall idleness know contentment ? 
The folded hand be satisfied ? 
So leam to look upon thy cares, 
As Providential mercies. 



CVII. 

In spring time we see the opening bud, 
And in it recognize the faded flower ; 
And so shall we recognize in heaven, 
Our earthly fi-iend revivified. 
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CVIII. 



If thou givest to another thy son's birthright, 
And leavest thy daughter to the seducer's wiles ; 
Shall not their curses follow thee ? 
And God have thy sin in remembrance ? 



CIX. 

Knowest thou the voice of thy sister, 

And the countenance of thy brother ? 
As intimately shalt thou know Sorrow, 
Though thou wouldst shun her companionship. 



ex. 

As the face is reflected in the glass, 
And the form in the limpid lake ; 
So satire should be a truthful mirror, 
In which men may look and be ashamed. 
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CIX. 



If thy wit be to distort truth, 
To throw a gentle covering over vice ; 
Thou mayest win the laugh of fools, 
But art certain of the good man's scorn. 



CXII. 

We pity the prodigal in his penury, 
We shun the drunkard in his excess ; 
But the mind, money-besotted, 
Grovels in the slough of contempt. 



CXIII. 

Though thy distress be dark and lonely, 
Thy bed unattended and desolate ; 
Tet, if pillowed on thy Redeemer's bosom, 
Angels shall await thy rising. 
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THE LIGHT BRIGADE. 



From flank to flank the trumpets ring, 
And proud the Light Brigade advances ; 

Back on the foe his shout they fling, 
As waving high each sabre glances : 

Proud of their strength, and proud to know 
Their deeds that day at Balaclava 

Would be, by wondering friend and foe. 
Told on the Seine and on the Neva. 
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In bush, in brate, in glen, in glade, 
Behind the rocks, among the heather ; 

On right and left, in ambuscade, 
By companies the Eussians gather. 

In front come plunging shot and shell. 
In front an army's waiting ready ; 

Yet on they ride, right true and well, 

Their sole command — " no hurry," " steady ! 



ft 



With steady hand their steeds they guide, 
That knee to knee be locked when closing ; 

Now in their flanks the rowels they hide. 
And, rock-like, fall on all opposing. 



Through guns, through squadrons, column deep, 
On, onward stiU, through squares they're dashing, 

O'erwhelming as the whirlwind's sweep. 
When oaks are bending, rifting crashing. 
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The blast is spent, but fiercer now 
Each red and reeking sabre's gleaming ; 

Each skilM thrust, each stalwart blow, 
Brings from the foe his life-blood streaming. 



No more they speed their onward way, 
In clouds the foeman round are closing ; 

In front, in rear, in close array, 

Where'er they turn a host's opposing. 



The trumpets ring : quick as the light 

They cut their way through thronging masses. 

Who dare not bide their charging might, 
But open as each hero passes. 

Eide on ! ride fast I ride as you may I 
Nor skill, nor courage now's availing I 

A hundred guns to check your way, 

The blazing shell and grape shot's hailing 
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Ride on t ride fast I for left and right 

Picked riflemen the hill-tops cover ; 
And horse who lately shunned the fight, 

Close on the rear in thousands hover. 



Ride on 1 though now they check their speed, 
The withering cross-fire still is telling ; 

And many a rider, many a steed, 
The "list of casualties " is swelling. 



Of that Six Hundred few return. 

Yet all are shrined in Britain's story ; 

And, beacon-like their deeds shall burn, 
Our children's light to fame and glory. 



Send round the flagon, fill the can, 

And pledge with three-times-three in chorus, 
The Light Brigade and Cardigan ; 

And shout till shakes the roof-tree o'er us. 
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SIR COLIN CAMPBELL AND THE 93D ; 

OR, 

'^xtQox "^xQ^lwxtjitxB at §alarlafra. 




Air—" Wha wadna fight for Charlie." 

Who would not fight for glory ? 

Who feaxs the foeman's glave ? 
Who'd shun the bed that's gory ? 

Let him turn and live a slave. 

Firm with shoulder locked to shoulder, 
Here well bide the horseman's might ; 

And, if fated, here shall moulder, 
Hearts that never shunned the fight. 
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Who would not fight for glory ? 

Who fears the foeman's glave ? 
Who'd shun the bed thaf s gory, 

Let him turn and live a slave. 



lA^l^K 



's honor 's with McGregor ; 

Bulla's shame is in our steel ; 
Soon well make the Highland trigger. 

Show her eagle's feathered heel. 
Ninety-third, well die, but never 

Yield to any haughty foe ; 
Life and honour ne'er can sever, 

British hearts shall never bow. 
Yes — ^well fight for Britain's glory, 

We shall fear no foeman's glave, 
We shall shun no bed that's gory, 

Highland heart shall ne'er be slave. 
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15— 8th line, for " Dive's" read " Dives." 
^>i— jead the bottom Mnejirst. 
29— 15th line, for " wordly " read •' worldly." 
34 — Last line but one, for " wordly'' read " worldly." 
86— Foot Note, for " Two following poerns," read "Three 
Lecturing Shepherds," and " Folly, Bigotry, and In- 
sanity." 



